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SOTHERN TELLS

By .DANA GATL1N.

of the pleasant things about
ONE sayings Is that they are

being disproved. There
la a respected adage which adjures
shoemakers to stick to their last; yet,
in the face of this warning, a famous
actor recently sat himself down to
write a book, and It has turned out to
be one of the most enjoyable books
of the season.

The actor who turned nuthor Is Kd-wa-

H. Sothern, and tho book Is "The
'

Melancholy Tnlo of 'Me,' " (Scrlbner).
"People keep asking why It's called

"The Melancholy Tale of ".Me, com-

mented Miss Marlowe to me. "They
complain that It Isn't melancholy at

II. Of course It Isn't: If It wero he'd
call It something else. That's Just
like him."

In that last sentence Miss Marlowe
revealed a truth for critics. The title
la "Just like him." And the book Is

"Just llko him." And It Is owing to
this, as much as to the content of the
book, that one likes to pick It up to
read and hatcB to put It down. One
naturally supposes that K. 11. Sothern
would have Interesting reminiscences
to relate, but when he relates them
with n charm of manner nnd quality
of style which should alarm some of

. our .distinguished writers, one Is Im-

pressed and curious.
I was In this frame of mind when

the Sunday editor asked mo whether I
should like to go Into tho country one
day, have lunch with Mr. Hothern nnd

. talk to him about his book. I remem-be- r
that when I such is the lamenta-

ble effect of living- In a commercial
world made stipulations of a business
nntpre the Sunday editor exclaimed:

"What! I didn't suppose there was
a woman in New York who would ask
to be paid to lunch with K. II. "-

Well, there's one who won't ask
that tho second time.

It takes a long time to pet up to
the Litchfield hills where the Sotherns
live! but one doesn't mind that on an
October day, when all tho hills nnd
valleys are dressed up In cold and
copper brown nnd pastel ro.se and ma-

genta, and when, at Danbuiy, a nice
llttlo brook takes the "Jerkwater" en-

gine by tho hand und lends It the rest
of the way.

Mr. Bothern met me at tho station.
To one who had never beforo seen him
off the tils quiet brown suit and
his eyeglasses wero a trltlo discon-
certing, but. of course, ono couldn't
expect Hamlet or Macbrth to meet n
train. Mr. Sothcrn's manner Is as
quiet as his dress. lie talks easily, nr.d
now nnd then on unexpected drollery
will bring a quick smile to his face.
Uohlnd his glasses his cyos are ob-

serving nnd sympathetic, but It Is Mm

sensltlveneHs of his mouth that best
explains what gives much of tho
charm to his reminiscences.

A little way out of .Litchfield, on a
hilltop whero now nil the silver birch
ladies are masquerading In yellow wlji
and all the. other lues look

"drejr.cd up," v tho charm-
ing old colonial ho.uv fu which the
Sotherns have been pit'sliiK flio'nii!- -'

tumn. It Is eahy to V;IJevi) U'at IWiC
houKo and those, occupunu make on,c
another mutually liappy,

1 was nt nnro ;lven my promised
lunch, though I did not rot it with
Mr, Sothern. Ho merely sat and
watched me eat.

"My wlfo lives uccnrdlng to n verv
strict regime," ho e.pli.,tifil, "and 'l
find It simpler to cat when shu dpH
and what she does."

Mrs. Bothern, who, necordlnglo the
wSl'?lrnJ: WM ,t",""'r " a liBreakfast, did not appear till later,

but when she did appear straightway
she touched the Illuminating notes
from, which this record of the Inter- -

view should begin.
She Ald. In slmplo explanation of

the title: "That's like him."
And she a!d. concerning some 'of

the anecdotes he relates of little Kddy I

Sothern:
"You muy my no child ever talked

In that way. Perhaps not. Hut that's
not the point. The point Is that these
are remembrances of things that were
said and things that happened, and
remembrances of how thnso thlngo
Impressed a little boy's mind. It Is
characteristic of Mr. Sothern that.

of dealing more directly with
h!melf. ho pictures other people and
fhows Indirectly the Influence they ha 1

upon him. Yet, In this way, he really
gives n truer picture of himself than
If he had done tile other thing."

For a moment let us forget the
grown up Mr. Sothern, sitting there
behind his eyeglasses In the Litchfield
house; tmd let us try to forget Jlrs.
Sothern. Mttlng there In her woods-brow- n

frock and her sweater and hat
as blue ils her eyes (did you know they
nre blue blue as the October sky on
a bright day?) let us forget these two
grownups and travel back via the
"melancholy remembrances," nnd see
how young Kddy learned somo lessons
in philosophy,

"Where arc you going?" said Uncle
Hugh one day, when "Me." flying llko
tho wind, collided with him around a
corner of tho garden.

"Nowhere," said "Me."
"Ah! a very good place, too," said

Uncle Hugh.
Most people would have considered

this reply foolish, not so "Me." Ho
was well awnro that, for all his bright
smile, Undo Hugh's remarks were
ulso nnd weighty. "Nowhere" was n
very good place to be hound for. There
were no responsibilities, no tiresome
people, and then, best of all, one never
arrived there, so that it was ever in
prospect nnd never nttalncd.

That Uncle Hugh had wanted to
rescue "Chinese Gordon," that wa--s tho
great thing; that he failed to do it
mattered nothing nt all. That Undo
Hugh had ever been ready to go "no-
where" ut the Queen's command ntnn
Instant's warning, that preparation,
that aspiration, which had seemed so
childish, was one of thu things that
had made Uncle Hugh qullo grcnt,
quite pnor nnd quite happy. That ho
did not get utiywhero was nothing ex-

cept as a matter of geography. "Me"
and home other children realized that.
It wa.s not necessary to get anywhere;
llm great thing was to stait with en-

thusiasm and to keep going with great
Intention on tho tips of one's toes for-
ever.

And hero's another lesson learned in
company with "Uncle Hush":

"Why do those two men shout so at
each other?" Inquired "Me" of Uncle
Hugh one day, concerning two men In
tile street who were not more than six
Inches apart but who wero yelling ns
though they were, each of them, on n
.vparute and distant mountain,

"They aie shouting," replied Uncle
IIiirIi, "so as to ciini'eal from earh
other what they are thinking about.'

"Ullt if they don't Wlint to tell What

they dyn't mean and don't want to say
In order that each ouo bo per-
suaded other does and
doer want to say It."

There are anecdotes
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to Uncle Hugh In The Melancholy
TbIc of Me," and there are many more
f till left to tell.

"He Is one of the moit vivid recollec-tloti- H

of my childhood," said Mr. Both- -
; crn. "A lot or people thought him

quite mud, but, of course, that was
, only brcause he wns no very sane. Ho
usen to in.re me anoui London, mis
strange sailor, and talk to mo In the
oddest streak. I think he really was
Just talking aloud to himself. Dut he
ndored llttlo children, and was a child
again when he was with them. Al
thouKh he was a Poor man. he kept nn
nlil naltimntlit A nor fnf mfinv VMM In
luxury in a loose box tn London. In '

another loose box he kept an old horse,
n vietlm nf nil tho Ilia hnrxeflosh Is I

ii.i. ... i in an him fn
these fortunnto animals, but he wouldI

'
never take grownup people to visit
th.tn

It una hePAiiiK Mr. Sothern remem.
Ibcre.l so many of theso anecdotes of
hU ehlldhood nnd of his later life, and '

because he told them so well to his
friends, that "The Melancholy Tale of
Me" came to be written.

"I was once telling story to Mrs. i

Fuller, the delightful lady to whom
the book Is dedicated," he explained,
"when she asked me why I never

i wrote the stories down. She thought
. that theyjwere worth recording. 8o,
' "K' daytho book was started. There

m.vw any definite Intention that
'It was going to be a book; there was

never mi' formal plan at all." (You
may remember that Mr. Sothern early

the standing one
nowhere." a asked 'case.
write of my my

for her brother.
ns, 'Hang!' Jefferson,

what tho boarding school nt Dun-- (
church had meant to me. Then I wrote
my of my Uncle Hugh. ,

"Then other stories, which had been I

tol. over and over In our family,
Take that episode of the wrestling
match in tho Park Hotel,
fought to kettle way in which
boiled eggs should be eerved, which
my father refereed. I've heard my
father recount that scores of times,
not twice exactly tho same. All the
material was waiting and I wrote It
down. Later It had to bo sorted over,
nrrnnged In sequence, built up here
and H ere whero needed, nnd a great
deal hail to be discarded. Then It was
all put together, but whether it was
worth while I'm not sure."

To provo whether or not It wns
worth while I cannot rwdst right here
und now quoting from some of those
recollected nnecdotes. Hero Is one

the author's father, Kdward
A. Sothern, nnd Joseph Jefferson:

"Whenever my father's acting sea-
son was over wo would bo off to the
seaside for the holiday. These halcyon
dnyn at are especially vivid
still Uamsgate, made Immortul In the
'Bab Ilallads' and in the 'Ingoldsby
Legends' by tho fearsome tale of

mil, who wns raced
the cliff by tho himself.

"Hero on the very spot my father
used to read to three delightfully terri-
fied children the blood curdling adven-
ture of 'Smuggler 11111.' When ho
would reach the word 'Bang!' there
was an awful effect, for he had begun
the verso in n low, tone,
very tene, nnd holding on to us as
though to ptotect us from Impending
danger. Ho rapidly In this
hushed, tense tone until he reached
thn word 'Bang!' which ho would give
out with such a shout that envern
echoed again, we, gloriously

would 'bo hurled him
by tho force of the explosion, huddled

YOUNG MAN
soft, well modulated voices

EVRN surprisingly well in those
little tea shops off Fifth avenue

or perhaps things nre overheard
one'e elbow always la close to

one's neighbor's salad.
" , Peoria, said tho smartly

garbed young woman at the end of an
otherwise unintelligible

Tho young man In a nifty brown
suit with a white carnation his lo

laughed
"Unndnens." s.il.1 he. "t don't hellnvn

t ,.nuM even And mv wav srnnnrt

It seems, are already on
for a new revue Ip one f our best
known hothouses w,..re K'ew York's
night life la forced into

they why do they talk at all?" ,lnw, U-- ,0 Iong ,lnce rv8
asked "Mu. home."

"If they don't tulk." said Uncle Now Illinois U home a conalder-Hng- h,

'each Is afraid the other nbln number of good New Yorkers,
consider him unintelligent or. perhaps, which Is the apology, If one Is nctded,
unkind, and they believe that tho for a mild Interest In what followed,
louder they talk the more they disguise t would have been hard to be deaf, at
the fact that they really have not any rate, for the got up
tiling to say; so they shout tho thing, young man was talk!., about himself.

shall
that the mean

many relatlnc

from

THE SUN, SUNDAY,

together and wide eyed, to approach '
again for the next verse and the next
Khock. These nerve rocking recita-
tions especially, appealed to my small
brother Sam, who would frequently
drag my father from his writing desk,
or even from his meals, saying, 'Til

the"jo;ePhjeffor.onpvisite,iEng.An
land about this period to play 'Rip
Van Winkle' In London, he became a
party to these occasions. Mr. Jeffer
son stayed at our house In Kensington.
You who remember the sweet and gen- -
tie Jefferson will smile to know Hint
m nt.... r A hi. xlilM .ah .I... . I

famoue pirate chief was coming to
hide from the officers of the law. ,

"ShnrfU- - I.rr..n., nrrl.l tir,.nn...l
i .".,,. ir ...,.,.,'.

by his son who had' tne ,n'",,t would hnve to be controlled or, when he was merry, passage, here y and gone
met with an accident on shipboard. y nn ""t'n n:"ldi while 'Itldo n cock- - n wall as of some lost foul, or of seme row. Soon I had to go on my tour of

was carried carefullv Into a norf,H' 'I'at-ti-cak- e. baker's man' nnlmal In p.iln. In ordinary social In- - the country. One cannot dismiss one's

P"soniu ennrm i.r.oro serious nereiore. .Mr. ...u- -

entered upon this of fools. e.f determined to conquer It. He
N- - however, was my fortune, would hae what called 'laughing

I have a letter, written father parties.' That Is to ;.ay. he would

room nn the crniind floor. nd .lotTor.
son and father were closeted for a
while maklrnr Ch.-irle-s rnmrnrtubl. In
bed. When my father came out I and
my brothers were peering through the
banisters nt the door of the 'pirate.'

" 'Hush!' said my father "There haatii.t, ..iki. n hit. .nn.
The ntrata hlof will h h'iniri,l If
any body speaks, und his first mate Is,
full of cannon balla. There Is only one
thing to do. and that Is to give up eat-- 1

Ing and to stand on one leg. Quick!
ti,. i. n tin,. . i.. ii.,.hi nn.i
he left us.

"Shortly Mr. Jefferson came out of
the room and found three little boys

the three small lads fled in dismuy i

"It did not take long for us to
friends with this 'terror of the seas.' ,

were soon taken tn see 'Rip.' and ,

then-- we played 'Hip' ourselves. assisted
t.y joe jerterson. in tnose nays we
Played many plays. The rockery ml
our garden very readily became
weird spot In the KaatsklU Moun- -'

tains. Sleepy Hollow'
with the swift magic of '

thought, which can make one a gnome,
or a .rlAnt. or a fleji. or an elenhant
within tho twinkling of nn eye. My i

brother Sam was a gnome, nnd had to
crawl about on all fours. He. however.

very and no matter

adopted happy philosophy of each on leg on the stair-"goin- g

"First, lady
me to some school ex-- 1 '"Don't shoot'.' aaid elder
perlences and I set
down, best I could, something of " shouted Mr. and
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Ilehenrsals,
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flower.
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We

childhood's

mutinous,

magazine,

character cast
would Insist on Introducing the cllmac i

tic speech from father's perform-- 1

nnee nf Tlosedale.' whero the
cries: 'Up, guards, and at 'em.' Quite
regardless 'of nlot or nlav. would
cry.thls at moments, und ,

wheM rebuked would mutter In his own
secret language nnd conspire against
our peace of mind."

"I have been," comments Mr. Soth
ern on nnother page, "nursed on more
knees than other baby In Amer- -

lea. While the men and women of my
father's wero yet nllve I
would meet elderly people,
males and who would ex
claim: 'Why, I nursed you on my
knee when you n baby!' Old .

Couldock. Mrs. Wnlcot, Joo Jefferson,
Stoddart, William Warren, Mrs.
cent I name a thousand in
public nnd private llfo whose knees ,

bnd me. From knee to
kne I would seem tn have hnnne.l
ns birds from bough to bough. 1 must
have reposed upon as many bosoms
ns did Quern Kllzabcth on four post
beds. Whether I was nursed thus be-

cause I wns beautiful or good, or be-

cause tho last good Samnritnn desired
to hand mo on rapidly to the next,
history salth not. my

"It's to be a patriotic thing," he ex-

plained, always In that smooth, brown
voice from which every trace of the
corn belt tang had been carefully
eradicated. "But It goes so slowly.
The dear girls are pretty, but they
don't seem to get It very quickly. Of
courso I know my dance. You see I
did it last year."

"And how Is your mother?" broke
the young woman's "I

used to be so fond of her when we
lived out there."

"O. she'H dandy," said the young
Peoria NlJInsky with "I
Just got a letter from her to-d- to say
that she my bundle of clothes."

"You send them home?" asked the
young woman.

"Yes, Indeed, You know If one has
nice things the Just ruin
them. And they're so expensive,"

"Vrc they better In Peoria?" asked
tho 'oung woman, fighting
agal. it a growing conviction.

"01 . does them herself," he ex-
plained.

"How nice," said the young woman.
But It sounded rather flat, aa If she
might be thtak&c.
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Charles

mother, 1,1 ,,or buBy llfe nl thiU tlmr'
hnA to soy to the bystand- -

ers. ncrci lima inc. irauy; wiiue nuo
r.ui to take up her cue at rehearsal:

may nave Deen in my car i.y
mn,' ""willing

Is not always mill one may
l'xcltB admiration one's

om ui leans in ilia bibici in
u snjs.

''' tho most ?'en ,tU.
,chl',,1 V ever saw. my

mother) Is looking over my shoulder
as I write and says : 'Of course the
baby will be the same."'

"The baby was myself. On De-- 1

"CLEOPATRA."

Afternoon With Famous Actor At His Country

companled uncontrollably

'Charles

oeieci. i
stage had

good he
by my

my

make

materialized

was

my

Inopportune

generation
constantly

neeommortated
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chaperon.

enthusiasm.

seemingly

hlome Brings Many Delightful Revelations, Among
Them That

constantly

concerning

8trlctl,'

cember IS59, 13 Hlenvllle we
New Orleans, the baby My "'At what'." somo one

careful remember nothing.' "Mr. Old-tn-

details, made memorandum in eM.' "tine, two, and they
a scrap book of theatrical notices;
among other notes, such as the sum
due his landlady nnd the number and

, . ... ...
varieiy , armies . . ,.h.i.b ...

h,n, Jotted .lowi: eccm- -

"
'

,
J";
'."

"nir kJ
. " , "," "7.,..,- i u.may readily

J

ind it Is always wise to make notes I

"nee started it la hard to stop quo -- ,

InB from Mr. Sothern s pages of reml-- ,
niscence. Here is a chapter

ono Mw. MMper that simply will
not let Itself be skipped over:

M' an"
'like; bashful, elusive,

.W0S
nnd. In a swen , I

wa mysterious; eager and earnest
hbout her w"rk' ready, indefa lgab....

ni,!, il ',m,"eani1 Rhtly on one sldo, Me,
laughed with Hi's clcso together like

rosebud. She had n great sense of
humor, und her eyes wero full of

l,nulri
In the same manner when 'Mr.

was dubbed 'Mr. Oldest,' that
seemed nn entirely appropriate name
for him. Ho wns only nbout twenty-f-

our, but theio was a general im-

pression thnt he was at least a
two. Anyhow, ho seemed

appallingly ancient to "Mrs. Midget,'
who herself was Just sixteen.

"It was the habit of 'Mr. Oldest' to
work very hard at everything and at

helft"'l observant. Her forehead waswhat we him for,

hero

Sam

nny

females,

were

could

Perchance

In

got last

laundries

she

sung

n',"- -

and

and

In fact, candid and un- -

pleasant friend had said to htm one long
Vou think you work, but you

don't, you fidget.' Indeed, this was parts
frequently the case, for mucn oi ino
effort of 'Mr. Oldest' failed to get him
anywhere. Still, Ills restlessness was
of tho kind exhibited by persons eager
to start in a race, and who lift up first
one foot and then nnother; who hop
nbout and swing their arms and cry,
'Ha! ha!' as the war horse of the
Scriptures Is reported to have dono
when he scented battle from afar; and
who clap their hands ns the little
hills are admitted to have clapped
theirs, on tho samo excellent author-Ity- .

Tho llttlo hills behaved thus be-

cause they were glad, and 'Mr. Oldest'
iwas glad not nbout anything In par-
ticular, but Just because he wanted to
work and becauso there seemed to bo
plenty of work to do.

" 'Mr. Oldest' was, In fact, so anxious
to bo up and doing that no his
features at twenty-fou- r took, on oc-

casion, the aspect of Methuselah; so
that when, one fine day, he was

ns 'Mr, Oldest' ho became 'Mr.
Oldest' from thenceforth.

"It wns in the summer of 1S37 that
'Mr. Oldest' started In to fidget

concerning n certain play.
'Mrs. Midget' was cast for a pnrt In It

That Is now thirty years ngo, but 'Mr,
Oldest' can remember quite well the
slim, childish figure In a summer frock
who came to rehearsal. Sho had very
little to say, but watched with largo

everything that happened. At that
time 'Mrs. Midget' hnd a way of speak-
ing with hor pursed up and her
lips not opening very far. Sho laughed
after tho same fashion, and Old-
est,' who took upon himself to rehearse
this p'.ay and to tell everybody how to
do everything, tried to get 'Mr.
Midget' to talk with more open lips
and to laugh with wider gladness.

"This matter of laughing was a par

UUUA MACLOWE f

Miss Marlowe's Eyes Are Blue
tIclllar fnd of 'Mr- - Oldest.' Ills own
t.iugh nas mirthless to a degree. It
k.im noi property n laugn ai nil. mil a
Miccesnn of short, thiiru iloslons;

lerenurse turn ui.l not manor, PUl wnen
ll. ?a.m' b' Impersonating character
wnicn snoum indicate merriment, joy
or humorou appreciation, here was n

t.uua logciuer lour or live viciuiih
the low eomidlan of hi company, the
old woman, tho and any
other who had a Kit he spirit, a comic
fam or oven a miserable countonanii
which excite laughter. He would
eat tin in on chairs very close together

in .i circle, lie would Kiy Now then.

would laugh, at first without any mirth
at nil, nnd then the absurdity of It
would beget mirth. The distorted face... ., , ,.. :.. .... ... ...u...i, ...ogiiing .igamM n:s

the UistrcM of tho mlrr.il. e m m;

" ' ' "tllSaT .

i r iuugmer and would bome..V hyMerl- -
""

.. .. Meanwhile. Mr. Oldest' would
direct operations, his voice rising above
the din.

c will mike various sounds.' he
would My. Wo wfl laugh. Ho. ho!
Ha. l a! HI. hi! hu! Again! Keep

martyrs woul,
' cultivated his own laugli -

er ..t the expense of t he peace of mind
and perchanco the of his

fi. at street, will laugh.'
appeared. would nt.k.

father, to unlmpor-- f "'At would
a three, laugh!'

Oldest'

hun-
dred

nothing. n

doubt

eyes

mouth

'Mr.

might

Hu,
.'t,'

""" V ",M 1 r oul wlln m"
"Wh-- n it became evident thnt '.Mrs. ennchman friend. My brother objected

Midge IV laughter was onen to lm.llllat tlle llirK carriage and the two
pr.ivement, 'Mr. Oldest' took her aside '

md ep!ameil h,s system. Soon she i

was made one of tho party, and, I

seated with thn others on tho stage
after a rehearsal, she was made to
laugh. To tlili day she will tell you
that the laughter with which hhe now
fascinates ou was due to this treat-
ment.

"'.Mr. Oldest'' laugh yet troubles
him. lie has tn keep his eye on It
constantly. It H spoken of still as a
stae laugh, and is accounted painful
to the listener. P.ut 'Mr. Oldest' per-evrr-

and hopes to laugh loud and
before he dies

"For two years '.Mrs. Midget' played
with 'Mr. Oldest.' and then tho

charm nnd Industry for which she had
become noticeable attracted the at-
tention of wise men, and she began to
climb, step by step, the ladder of fame.
She was in the habit of di daring that
the fidgeting of 'Mr. Oldest' had In
dticed her to fidget too. She became
lenowned as a great worker, quite j

Indefatigable, with a consuming am- -
bltlon to do great tilings In the theatre.

"'Mr. Oldest.' betwien moments of I

fidgeting, hud confided to her that
one day ho meant to play 'Hamlet.'
Ho had mentioned this weakness of
his to others who laughed, but 'Mrs.
Midget' did not laugh; she did not
say anything, but sho did not laugh.
and '.Mr. Oldest' wns not In the least1

the

the
risk go

his rook,

"for my brother In his cham-
bers in and his assist-anr- o

had the humble
charwoman climbed the lofty pln-nac- lo

of cook. by week by
month by

had London Truth, the
other de-

voted to culinary sucbj kitchen

lore as would turn ears Into silk
purses or mnke soup out sawdust.

an(1

vie nvcu in clover;
"Alas! we player folk nre hlrda of

cook have her too, so I Installed
Mi-h- . Mabbltt In my apartment and
went my She was rather small,
but of vast In a quiet way, pre-
cise of speech. Jet black hair, which
she dressed In a very old fashioned
l.u with Mx small ringlets falling

down on each side of her face; a lace
cap on her head, mitten on her hands,
and a manner that put In their
places at once. She suffered greatly
Iruni rheumatism, but proceeded with
lnrtltude to lift heavy utensils and to
mix and tlx and sort and sift, as was
her nature to.

"When I was away for about six
months Mrs. Mabbltt resided In fcoll-tar- y

In my superior new apart-
ment. The rife In the
neighborhood that she was a wealthy

lady, t.omt even sala a person
"f title. Her rheumatic tendency In
ireaced npace. My physician, who at-
tended her, declared that she miift bo
out In the air for nn hour or two each

Walking wns dltlicult for Mrs.
Mabbltt, so I to an old coach-
man, undent friend of mine, and
hadu him call for Mrs. Mabbltt two or
three a and take her for
an outing in tho park. These excur-
sions more firmly In

conclusion that Mrs. Mabbltt was
a perron of distinction.

"At length, the scaon over, my
brother and I and Mrs. Mab
bltt resumed her cooking. In these
days her duties and her growing In- -

gave her llttlo time and less,
Inclination to tako the air. At last I

Prancing Meeds created too much Mir
toT cook, and bewailed this state
"f affair to my physician. '1 can't

an' liarm In It,' said that scientist,
n lons "s 'm,r brother does not go

out with her,
"Tho tlmo came, however, when

Mrs. Mabbltt refused to go alone or to
go at all. 1 saw myself faced with the
alternative of cither losing my
from Inanition nnd lack of air or
of having to take her out driving my-
self, I chose the latter course, and
might be seen somo line days prancing
through the park with a distinguished
old lady by my side balancing an ante-
diluvian bonnet on her nnd early
Victorian ringlets shading lie r checks,"

There are many other nnecdotes in
Melancholy Tale of 'Me,'" relat-

ing to how camo to choose his
profession, his hazards and trials, his
associations and so on. but as white
paper Is dear and newspaper so.ice is
limited, the Interested reader will
to go to the for these. For the
present we must leave tho and
return tho author, sitting there tn
the Colonial house in tho Litchfield

"How did you learn how to charac-
terize so well?" I asked him.

"I was wilting of people, they
wero very real before answered
Mr. Sothern modestly.

your ocahul.iry It Is much'

it; he must express himself natural
ly, nnd tho result, whatever It Is, Is
himself and his own style,"

"Have you ever written nnythtng
before?"

Mr. Sothern hesitated. "A
poetry," confessed, "but I've kept
that dirk, I didn't want to be known
ns a fellow who writes rhymes. Then,
of course, written plays. F.very
person connected the theatre
writes plays, you know; or, If he

surprise", to icarn later on unit 'Mrs. that of many seasoned
Midget' was nt that very moment writers."
work on her prompt book nf 'Homeo "Is It? Perhaps my association with
nnd Juliet.'" tho theatre has helped. I've had to

"Mr. Oldest," who, of course. Is Mr, read many plays. Then there's
Sothern. goes on with many n Shakespeare; perhaps reading him
of praise for "Mrs. Midget," quaint, constantly has had somo effect."
elfin, Industrious creature who Is, as i "Hut tho charm of style In ynur
Is to nny Intelligent reader, none how could you acquire that
other than Maudo Adams. without practice?"

Mr. Sotherii's power of characterlza- - Mr. Sotliciu looked almost embar-tlo- n

In n few words l really extranr- - rasxed "Ones one 'iwqulro' style"'"
dlnnry to find In a novlco at writing, he asked. "Wouldn't trying to do that
In a few sentences he puts before you ' spoil things" I should think, rather,
Mrs. Mabbltt, who was a cook so cx- -' that one must first have something to
trnordlnary that did not write and then Just sit down and wrlto
hesitate to scandal to driving
with

"Sho had kept house," he relates,
bachelor
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doesn't write them, he always hu a
great Idea that, some day, he Is going
to write a play and ma.ke a sensation.
I remember "

Mr. Sothern began to look decidedly
more cheerful ns he succeeded la
switching the talk away from himself.

"1 remember," he went on, "one day
when there were several of us a,
lunch. All of us had each an Idea for
a great play, It seemed. I suggested
that everybody write his play, and
promised to produce the one judged to
be the best. Also we decided to pool
In ten dollars apiece as a prize for
the winning play,"

"Who won the prize?" I asked.
"Not a manuscript ever showed up,"

replied Mr. Sothern.
Mr. Sothern Is an adept at turntnr

talk from himself, but I was resolved
"Why didn't you write more about

yourself In your book?" I nkf.i.
"More nbout the parts you have plaje.1
nnd your experiences In playing
them."

"How could I have done that?" he re-

plied. "I'd hnve to tell about my fai-
lures or my successes, and naturally
we avoid talking nbout our failures.
And I couldn't write entliuslastlc.kl'y
nbout the fine performances I b.il
given: It would be ns thouch I ex-

claimed: 'What n clever fellow I ntn"
And that would make me an Intoler-
able creature."

I asked him whether he was con-
templating .further writing, and h
looked serious.

"Writing Interests me," he said. "P
may be who can tell; 1 make r
plan. I must keep myself busy,

demands that."
I asked him why, then, he had gnen

up the stage.
"There were many reasons," he re-

plied. "My wife nnd 1 had built up ...i
work, and when we found thnt she ha.,
to give it up 1 dlil not like to t.ii'
back and do something les.. And '
(unlit not go ahead without her, and
she could not go on at .ill. Such a ta
us ours imposed a strain on endur
mice, physical anil mental, that was
terrific. We travelled with the equip-

ment for fourteen plays; twelve cars,
eight of them containing our scenery
and wardrobes, Kesldes the crp ef
these things and the strain of travel
thero was the mental strain of re-

hearsing nnd appearing In fourteen
different plays. That's a very different
matter from perfecting one prodm-- -

tlou. then settling down In It to s
eral months of comparative repose"

"It was dreadful," -- econdf-d .Mr

Sothern. "It Is Impossible to live tha
artificial life, always citing at t e

wrong time and sleeping nt the wrot
time. One can't endure It."

"So we gave It up," said Mr. St
em.

"Hut," I nsked, "aren't you cor.'
back to the stage this year- - in 'I' i

Were King'?"
Mr. Sothern smiled.
"Ye", I know what they aw.i

of actor' 'farewells.- Mine, hum
was made in earnest. Hut wlcn t

opportunity came to me to wirk '
the Hrltl-- li P.ed Cross 1 bad to
and am glad to do It. I'. fid i ' ' '

doing something to help I'll t"."
twenty weeks in 'If 1 Weic Kins n" I

the proceeds lire to go to t'"' llr.t""1
lied C'l'iss. Mr'. Sothern won l W a: l

to accompany me on the r.'ad. b it
sj.end tho winter In Washington

Mrs, Sothern, lifter nearly t 'e
years m retirement ir-'- me sT

'nt UUil ,,.,.,., looks w

so lovely that it m d.lllcult t r.

tho thought nf 111 health w r
Her bl no eyes 1 have mentioned
sincerely grateful for tlut-- K '

for they not only gave nu a t tir
surprise but also caso me. to Keep
lovelier picture of IMiss Mar. '
nny I'd ever seen on the st.iue

I remember the first tilii" I

her I do not iccall the pl,i .'
moke a sentence off st ik'o .s!
kiln .1 ... w,.'i r.i I 'I'll.. .4.. .Mil if Mi.

have never forgnfen. .n! I

member th..t eirn then I w

how it would seem to U .1 ie
that voice every day, over the
fast table, say.

I wonder if Mr Sothern aip "

his privilege. 1 think he doc?
Presently Mr. and Mrs ! '

drovo me down tn where the tru " '

waiting before it full, w t .0 '

tie creek back to DaiUui T' e '

of them, on the hack seal of .i '

llage, drove uway hound for t

tumn woods, and I In the tra.n f

fleeted.
Mr. Sothern won't admit nn !

to turn to authorship, but the
has been the philosophy of "going !"

where." Hut he does admit tha'
"fidgets" when ho Is not busy, nt 1 '

explains why ho cannot keep '

longer on tho stage. And he
way had scholarly t iste H '
observed life widely mid si mr
cully He has prowd l ims ' '

sesse.l of a naturally cl.nin --

gift of liiur.irteri.itlon ,mrl i

bllity to mood, So our pm! 4

writers had better watch out

f 1


